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DRAMATIS  PERSONAE. 


Stephen,  a  Farmer 


(Bass  or  Baritone). 


Valentine,  in  love  with  Clara 


Barbara, 


Landlady  of 
“  The  Green  Tree  ”  , 


Clara, 


Her  daughter , 

,  in  love  with  Valentine 


(Tenor.) 

(Second  Soprano). 
(First  Soprano.) 


The  action  takes  place  in  Landau,  a  village  of  Pomerania,  at 
the  close  of  the  Seven  Years’  War. 


r  H  Li  S  U  R  P  R  1  S  E  ; 

OR, 

CLARA  AND  VALENTINE. 


The  Stage  represents  parts  of  the  village  of  Landau.  On 
the  left  side  an  Inn,  hearing  the  sign  of  “  The  Green  Tree.” 
Over  the  door  a  practicable  window ;  where  this  cannot  he  made, 
a  window  next  the  door  may  he  substituted.  In  front  of  the 
house  a  chair  and  table.  The  bach  scene  a  wooded  country. 


SCENE  I 

Enter  Stephen,  richly  but  fantastically  dressed ,  with  a 
huge  nosegay  in  his  button-hole.  Comes  forward  with  an  air  of 
great  self-satisfaction ,  singing  in  a  pompous  and  consequential 
manner.  During  the  song  he  repeatedly  turns  round  and  eyes 
the  window  wistfully. 


AIR. — Stephen. 

I. 

Oil !  happy  day,  the  prize  I’ve  won  ! 

Henceforth  all  fears  let  me  resign  ! 

Who  can  refuse  me  now  ?  why  none — 

And  surely  she  will  soon  be  mine. 

My  heart  against  my  side  is  beating, 

( Presses  his  hand  on  his  heart.) 
Oh  !  dear !  how  deep  in  love  am  I ! 

If  she  but  heeds  my  fond  entreating, 

Then,  Fate,  tliy  frowns  I  may  defy  ! 
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Refrain  First. 

I’m  now  a  man  of  thirty  thousand  dollars  ! 

All  me  !  what  maid  such  fortune  could  withstand  ? 

Let  me  but  wink,  and  hang  out  Hymen’s  colours, 

There  is  not  one  but  yields  a  willing  hand ! 

( during  four  bars  he  dances  grotesquely ,  snapping  his  fingers  in  time 

with  the  music.) 

II. 

Tempo  Primo. 

The  village  boors  bow  to  my  feet, 

The  burgomaster  lifts  his  hat ; 

On  every  side  respect  I  meet — 

My  looks  alone  would  gain  me  that. 

Where’er  I  go  I  make  a  fuss, 

The  beaux  all  glance  with  envious  leer ; 

Grave  matrons  smirk  and  curtsey  thus,  ( mimics ) 

And  maidens  cry,  “  0  !  what  a  dear  !  ” 

Refrain  Second. 

I’m  now  a  man  of  thirty  thousand  dollars, 

Ah  me  !  what  maid  such  fortune  could  withstand  ? 

Let  me  but  wink  and  hang  out  Hymen’s  colours, 

There  is  not  one  but  yields  a  willing  hand ! 

( Dances  about.) 

III. 

Tempo  Primo. 

The  village  girls,  or  plump,  or  lean, 

Or  short,  or  tall,  or  dark,  or  fair, 

They  fight  for  me  themselves  between, 

And  proffer  me  sweet  kisses  rare. 

Yet,  sooth,  altlio’  too  wrell  inclined, 

I  cannot  please  them  all,  I  find. 

Refrain  Third. 

I’m  now  a  man  of  thirty  thousand  dollars, 

Ah  me  !  what  maid  such  fortune  could  withstand  ? 

Let  me  but  wink,  and  hang  out  Hymen’s  colours, 

There  is  not  one  but  yields  a  willing  hand  ! 

( Dances  about.) 
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IV. 

Tempo  Primo. 

But  only  one  hath  touched  my  heart, 

For  she  is  lovely  and  divine ! 

With  all  my  dollars  I  would  part, 

Could  I  but  call  her  truly  mine ! 

Oh !  sweetest  Clara,  do  but  hear 
My  humble  suit  and  grant  it,  pray, 

T  do  but  ask  your  heart,  my  dear, 

In  place  of  mine  you  stole  away  ! 

Refrain  Fourth. 

I’m  now  a  man  of  thirty  thousand  dollars, 

Ah  me  !  what  maid  such  fortune  could  withstand  ? 

Let  me  but  wink,  and  hang  out  Hymen’s  colours, 

There  is  not  one  but  yields  a  willing  hand. 

( Dances  about.) 


SCENE  II. 

Stephen  and  Peasant  Girls. 

First  Girl,  ( advances ,  bob-curtseying .) 

Good  Master  Stephen,  greeting, 

We  wish  you  joy,  entreating 
That  you  permit  us,  happy  fate  ! 

This  day  you  to  congratulate. 

(She  curtseys ,  Stephen  bows.) 

Chorus  of  Girls,  (approaching  Stephen,  and  bob- 
c  arts  eying  si  mu  Itaneo  usly.) 

Good  Master  Stephen,  greeting, 

We  wish  you  joy,  entreating 
That  you  permit  us,  happy  fate  ! 

This  day  you  to  congratulate. 

(  With  the  last  word  the  Girls  bow ,  and  Stephen  bows  in  return.) 

First  Girl,  (steps  forward,  bob-curtseying .) 

My  mother  bids  me  ask  you,  Sir, 

If  you  would  kindly  favor  her 
.With  your  sweet  company  to  tea, 

And  please  to  send  her  word  by  me  ? 

(Stephen  bowsJ 
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Second  Girl,  (ditto.) 

Kind  Sir,  my  father  lie  presents 
His  most  respectful  compliments, 

And  begs  that  you  with  him  will  dine, 

On  Sunday  off  a  powder’d  chine  ? 

(Stephen  bows.) 

Third  Girl,  (ditto.) 

My  uncle’s  best  respects  he  sends, 

To  night,  Sir,  would  you  meet  some  friends, 

A  bit  of  supper  to  partake, 

And  drink  for  old  acquaintance  sake  ? 

Fourth  Girl,  (ditto.) 

My  cousin  begs  me,  Sir,  to  say, 

If  you  would  honor  him  to-day, 

To  breakfast,  dinner,  tea,  or  lunch, 

He’ll  have  a  good  supply  of  punch? 

Fifth  Girl,  (ditto) 

My  grandmama  she  bids  me  say, 

Your  kindness  she  could  ne’er  repay, 

If  you  with  her  would  deign  to  dine, 

And  taste  her  oldest  elder  wine  ? 

Sixth  Girl,  (ditto.) 

My  grandpapa,  who  is  too  old, 

Or  here  himself  you  might  behold, 

Invites  you  to  a  dish  of  snipe, 

A  foaming  glass  and  cheering  pipe  ? 

(As  the  Chorus  of  Givis  becomes  move  pressing ,  Stephen. 
bow  mg  at  each  invitation,  and  ovevcome  with  theiv  reguests 
bvealcs  forth  at  last,  sings  with  them  in  unison.) 

Father,  mother,  uncle,  cousin, 

Here  s  relations  by  the  dozen, 

Cousin,  uncle,  father,  mother, 

What  a  plague  and  what  a  bother  ! 

Stephen,  (turning  to  the  Girls). — RECITATIVE. 

Dearest  Girls,  let  me  entreat  you, 

Be  still  and  give  me  time  for  breathing ! 

(  Takes  a  handkerchief  from  his  pocket  with  which  he  fans  himself ,  puffin {! 
and  blowing,  then  turns  to  the  Girls  and  sings.) 
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For  their  most  kind  civility, 

Pray  bear  the  fullest  thanks  from  me ; 

And  tell  your  friends  whate’er  befall, 

That  I  their  feasts  accept  them  all ! 

(  The  Ritornella  falls  in ,  during  which  Stephen  advances  gradually 
towards  the  Girls ,  bowing  and  scraping ,  Girls  retire  before  him, 
curtseying  as  he  bows ,  until  they  one  by  one  disappear. ) 

Stephen,  ( having  made  his  last  bow ,  advances  up  the 
Stage,  still  blowing  and  fanning  himself  with  his  pocket  hand¬ 
kerchief.) — God  be  praised !  I  am  at  last  rid  of  this  flock  of 
quacking  ducks.  Ducks,  indeed  !  there  is  no  duck  but  Clara, 
and  she’ll  soon  be  my  duck,  and  I  (viewing  himself)  and  I 
such  a  drake  to  such  a  duck !  And  now  (kissing  his  hand 
towards  the  window)  for  Dame  Barbara  and  my  Clara. 

(Tie  adjusts  his  somewhat  disordered  dress ,  and ,  as  he  is  about 
to  enter  the  Inn,  meets  Barbara  coming  from  the  house.) 

Stephen,  (to  the  audience.) — But  here  she  comes! 


SCENE  III. 

Enter  Barbara  from  the  Inn. 

Barbara — Stephen. 

Barbara — Master  Stephen !  Well,  I  declare  it’s  quite  a 
treat  to  see  you. 

Stephen — Give  you  good  day,  Mistress  Barbara ! 

Barbara — Was  afraid  you  had  quite  forgotten  the 
“  Green  Tree,”  and  all  its  inmates. 

Stephen — Ah ! 

Barbara — I  thought  that  your  prize  in  the  lottery  might 
have  made  you  proud. 

Stephen — Proud  ! — Oh  ! 

Barbara — And  turned  your  brain,  Master  Stephen. 
Stephen — My  brain  ! — Ah  ! 
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Barbara  And  let  me  tell  you,  thirty  thousand  dollars 
has  turned  the  brain  of  many  a  sensible  man  before  now. 

Stephen  (important,  then  condescendingly)— Let  that  be, 
Dame  Barbara ;  and  permit  me  then  at  once  boldly  to  unfold 

my  enand,  that  is  to  say — hem — to  propose  to  you  the  humble 
question — hem — 

Barbara— Oh!  dear,  Master  Stephen,  these  are  fine 
words  ;  pray  speak  somewhat  plainer. 

Stephen  (aside) — The  “Polite  Instructor”  has  already 
effected  good  service.  (loud) — Whether  —  whether  —  my 
good  Mrs.  Barbara  —  whether  you  would  consent  to  your 
sweet  daughter  becoming  the  spouse  of  your  devoted 
servant  ?  (bowing) 

Barbara  Spouse  ?  ha  !  ha  !  ha !  If  it  is  wife  you  mean, 
well,  there  may  be  some  chance  for  you,  Master  Stephen. 
But,  her  old  sweetheart,  Valentine - 

Stephen  (interrupting  her) — VTiat!  the  miller’s  son? 
Why  he  was  called  away  at  the  beginning  of  the  war,  to 

fight  the  battles  of  our  great  Frederick;  since  then  we  have 
never  heard  of  him. 

Barbara  (with  a  superstitious  air) — Yes,  hut  they  broke 
a  crooked  sixpence,  and  vowed  eternal  fidelity ! 

Stephen — Hang  the  crooked  sixpence,  and  their  eternal 
fidelity ! 

Barbara— When  I  said  “eternal,”  Master  Stephen,  I 
didn’t  mean  quite  so  long.  They  plighted  their  troth  for 

just  five  years ;  and  to-morrow,  if  Valentine  doesn’t  return, 
why - 

Stephen — May  I  hope  ?  (Claka  appears  at  the  window) 

Barbara — Hope  ?  by  all  means,  Clara  knows  her  duty  to 
her  mother. 

Stephen — Ha  1 

Barbara — Well  then — provided  Valentine  doesn’t 
back  by  to-morrow - 


come 
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Stephen — Oh,  of  course.  We  allow  that  ( pompously ). 

Barbara — The  girl  shall  be  yours,  as  sure  as  the  first 
letter  of  my  name  is  B. 

Stephen— -Ha ! 


SCENE  IV. 

Clara  (at  the  window ) — Barbara — Stephen. 

TBIO.— Barbara. 

He  no  more  shall  feel  love’s  anguish  ; 

What  I’ve  promis’d  I  will  do  ! 

Can  I  see  him  sigh  and  languish — 

Him,  so  fond  and  wealthy  too  ? 

They  shall  he  betrothed  to-morrow — 

Happy  morrow  shall  it  be  ! 

We  shall  laugh  and  dance  at  sorrow 
Underneath  the  Linden  Tree. 

Stephen. 

I  no  more  shall  feel  love’s  anguish; 

What  she  promis’d  she  will  do  ! 

Tho’  long  doom’d  to  sigh  and  languish, 

Now  the  Fates  my  hopes  renew. 

Love  shall  crown  my  cup  to-morrow — 

Happy  morrow  shall  it  he  ! 

We  shall  dance  and  laugh  at  sorrow 
Underneath  the  Linden  Tree. 

Clara. 

After  him  I  pine  and  languish — 

Happiness  no  more  I  see  ! 

Sighs  and  tears,  and  bitter  anguish, 
Changeless,  still  remain  for  me. 

Shall  I  break  my  troth  to-morrow ; 

Pledg’d  another’s  bride  to  be  ? 

Shall  I  dance  and  laugh  at  sorrow 
Underneath  the  Linden  Tree  ? 

Barbara. 

Banish  care  and  banish  sorrow, 

Pleasures  over  all  shall  reign  ! 

’Tis  a  feast  of  joy  to-morrow — 

Would  that  1  were  young  again  ! 
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Stephen. 

Banish  care  and  banish  sorrow, 

Pleasure  over  all  shall  reign  ! 

Tis  the  feast  of  joy  to-morrow — 

Let  no  thought  of  grief  remain  ! 

Clara. 

Welcome  care  and  welcome  sorrow, 

Life  to  me  lends  naught  but  pain, 

Ev’ry  heart  delight  will  borrow, 

Griefs  alone  with  me  remain. 

[■ Exeunt  Barbara  and  Stephen,  conversing.] 


SCENE  V. 

Enter  Clara  from  the  Inn. 

Clara  (alone)  —  Poor,  poor  Valentine,  and  poor - Clara! 

Oh !  if  but  once  more  I  could  see  him,  hear  his  sweet  voice, 
and  press  him  to  my  heart,  gladly  would  I  then  resign  myself 
to  my  fate.  But,  alas !  like  many  others,  he  may  have  fallen 
in  the  defence  of  his  country,  and  died  the  death  of  a  hero  ; 
remembered  only  by  a  disconsolate  mother,  and  his  promised 
bride.  ( The  stage  is  gradually  darkened )  Poor  Valentine! 
I  gave  my  picture  to  him  when  he  bade  me  farewell !  and 
he  in  return  gave  me  this  ring  ( looking  at  a  ring  on  her  finger ). 
It  was  his  last  token,  and  I  will  wear  it  for  ever  in  remem¬ 
brance  of  him. 

ROMANCE. 

I. 

By  the  stream  within  yon  shady  grove, 

Whose  glad  voice  makes  music  all  the  day, 

Pensive,  oft  in  solitude  I  rove, 

Musing  o’er  the  hours  long  passed  away  ; 

There  we  met  at  early  morn  and  noon, 

And  when  shades  disclosed  the  coming  eve, 

There  we  met  and  parted — ah  !  too  soon  ! 

Breathing  vows  meant  never  to  deceive. 
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Murm’ring  stream  and  fairy-haunted  grove. 

Weave  your  spells,  and  waken  mem’ries  dear ; 

When  we  meet  all  sorrowing  thoughts  reprove, 

Welcome  hope,  and  chase  the  boding  tear. 

II. 

Yes,  your  looks  give  life  and  light  awhile  ; 

Hark !  I  hear  his  echoing  voice  once  more  ! 

And  I  see  liis  sweet  and  blissful  smile — 

Voice  and  smile  that  won  my  heart  of  yore. 

Happy  could  such  semblance  long  endure, 

And  dispel,  tlio’  by  a  dream,  sad  pain ! 

Brief  the  charm — the  short  delight  is  o’er, 

Day  departs,  and  night  comes  back  again. 

In  the  woods,  when  all  around  is  still, 

And  nor  sound  nor  sight  disturbs  me  there, 
(Kneeling.)  Lone  and  sad  I  kneel  beside  the  rill, 

And  to  heaven  I  waft  for  him  a  prayer. 

(After  the  Romance ,  she  remains  in  the  attitude  of  prayer,  absorbed 
in  thought,  during  the  five  bars  of  the  religious  niotivo.) 

After  this ,  the  Orchestra  takes  up  a  muted  Tremolo ,  and  at 
its  second  bar,  the  Clock  of  the  Village  Church  begins  to  strike, 
solemnly  ringing  through  the  stillness  of  the  night . 

Clara  ( Startled ,  suddenly  rises ,  listening  attentively ,  and 
when  the  seventh  stroke  dies  away ,  exclaims ) — Hark  ! — this  was 
the  hour  when  last  tve  met ! 

(At  this  moment  an  old  Feasant,  leaning  on  a  Staff,  enters.)  n. 


SCENE  VI. 

Peasant— Clara. 

Clara  ( Starting ) — Who  are  you,  old  man;  and  what 
brings  you  at  so  late  an  hour  through  this  lonely  wood  ? 

Peasant  (  With  faltering  voice ) — I  have  come  a  long  and 
weary  journey,  and  I  am  nigh  worn  out  with  fatigue.  May 
I  beg  of  you,  sweet  child,  a  glass  of  water  to  quench  my 
thirst  ?  Heaven  will  bless  you  for  your  kindness. 
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Clara — You  shall  have  something  better  than  water.  But 
liist  be  seated  {offers  him  a  chair  ;  he  sits  down).  There  now. 
I  shall  be  back  presently.  [ Exit . 


SCENE  VII. 

Peasant  {alone;  raising  himself  briskly). — If  she  be 
faithful  as  she  is  lovely,  then  God  be  praised.  But  here  she 
comes  {resuming  his  former  character.) 


SCENE  VIII. 

(  Enter  Clara  with  a  tray  bearing  bottle  and  goblet.) 

Peasant  and  Clara. 

Clara  {fills  out  wine  and  hands  it  to  the  Peasant) — Here, 
old  man !  you  will  find  this  refreshing. 

Peasant  {drinks) — Thank  you,  gentle  maiden,  it  has 
indeed  revived  my  heart.  I  nearly  dropped  from  sheer  fatigue. 
But  tell  me,  sweet  child,  know  you  a  much-respected  dame 
residing  in  these  parts,  by  name  Barbara,  who  has  a  daughter 
called  Clara  ? 

Clara— Barbara  !— It  is  my  mother !  But  how  is  it  you 
know  her  name  ? 

Peasant  {rising  joyfully) — Oh !  if  you  are  Clara,  the 
maiden  whom  I  seek,  then  my  mission  is  fulfilled.  Listen 
to  me — 


BALLAD. 

I’ve  come  from  far  Bohemia’s  land, 

Have  heard  the  cannons  rattle, 

At  Prague,  where  warriors  hand  to  hand, 
That  day  did  meet  in  battle. 


Twas  there  before  the  trumpets  spoke, 
Apart  in  solitude, 

I  saw  reclining  ’gainst  an  oak, 

.  A  youth  in  pensive  mood. 
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A  picture  from  liis  breast  he  drew, 

And  gazed  upon  it  sighing, 

The  tears  stood  on  his  lids  like  dew, 

His  looks  seemed  hope  denying. 

“  My  son,”  I  cried,  “this  ruthless  war, 

To  all  brings  desolation, 

Forlorn  and  sad,  I  wander  far, 

From  home  and  consolation. 

I  lost  a  son,  each  owns  his  grief, 

We’ve  sympathy  in  sorrow; 

Can  I  do  aught  for  thy  relief, 

Or  brighten  thy  sad  morrow  ?  ” 

His  eye  did  light  with  sudden  thought, 

Which  shone  through  tears  distressing : 

“  Take  thou  this  purse,  refuse  me  not, 

And  with  it  bear  my  blessing. 

Amid  the  battle’s  fire  I  go, 

By  death  disheartened  never ! 

Perchance  some  ball  may  lay  me  low, 

And  here  we  part  for  ever. 

Then  bear  my  love  and  last  farewell, 

To  Clara,  Barbara’s  daughter, 

In  Pomerania  she  doth  dwell, 

By  Landau’s  flowing  water !  ” 

( When  the  name  of  Clara  is  pronounced ,  her  countenance 
expresses  the  greatest  agitation ,  and  at  the  close  of  the  verse  she 
shrieks  and  faints  in  the  arms  of  the  Peasant .) 

( Enter  Barbara,  Stephen,  with  Chorus  of  Girls  carrying  lights.) 


SCENE  IX. 

Clara — Barbara — Peasant — Stephen — Peasantry. 

Stephen. 

Hallo  !  what  means  this  dreadful  row  ? 

Whom  have  we  here  before  us  now  ? 

(uith indignation)  My  bride — and  to  a  man  so  civil! 

I’ll  play  the  very  devil !  ( Struts  about  in  a  passion.) 
(Clara  recovers.) 
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Barbara  {shaking  her  head.) 

Oh  !  dear,  wliat  pretty  doings, 

.  With  laughter  I  shall  scream  ! 

Who  can  be  this  old  fellow?  (Clara  awakes), 

A  lover?  (laughing  sarcastically )  do  I  dream? 

Clara. 

Oh!  mother  do  not  jest,  and  blame  me  not, 

But  hear  me  !  This  old  man  you  see, 

He  tidings  brings  from  Valentine. 

Barbara. 

From  Valentine  ? 

Stephen. 

Astounding  ! 

Barbara. 

He  lives? 

Stephen.  N 

Is  dead  ? 

Barbara. 

Where  is  he  ? 

Peasant. 

Nay,  hold ! 

When  Valentine,  your  friend,  near  Prague 
I  saw,  ’twas  just  before  the  fight ; 

I  pledg’d  my  word  to  bear  his  last  farewell, 

His  loi  e  and  truth,  to  Clara,  Barbara’s  daughter. 

But  now  I  see  with  grief  and  pain,  (glancing  at  Stephen.) 
That  she  with  him  her  faith  has  broken, 

No  more  deserving  of  his  love  ! 

( He  offers  to  depart ,  but  is  held  back  by  Clara.) 

Clara,  ( ivith  energy  and  passion.) 

Oh  !  cruel  man  ! 

My  heart  you’ve  sorely  wounded  ! 

My  dearest  Valentine  I  never  could  forget. 

Five  years  in  sighs  and  tears  his  coming  I  have  waited, 

Still  next  my  heart  his  picture  e’er  was  press’d, 

At  morn  the  time  is  o’er, 

At  morn  the  pledge  is  broken, 

And  duty  then  remains. 
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Peasant,  (softened). 

Forgive  that  I  with  touch  so  rude, 

Have  thus  disturb’d  the  sweetest  tlow’i 
That  ever  bloom’d  in  garden  fair ! 

And  canst  thou  then  forgive  me, 

Dearest  maid?  Behold  and  see  ! 

1  am  thy  faithful  Valentine  ! 

( Throws  off  his  disguise  and  appears  in  the  uniform  of  a 
Captain.  Clara  utters  an  exclamation  of  joy  and  falls  into  his 
arms.  After  a  pause  they  walk  apart.) 

Barbara  and  Stephen. 


Ha  !  who  could  have  this  believed  ? 


Valentine  now  steals 


his 

my 


.  bride  ! 


Barbara. 

Ha  !  who  could  have  this  believed, 
Valentine  now  claims  his  bride  ! 

Stephen. 

Ha!  who  could  have  this  believed, 
Valentine,  he  steals  my  bride  ! 


co 


(Barbara  and  Stephen  in  the  succeeding  four  bars  regard 
each  other  with  stupefied  looks;  Barbara  then  suddenly  turns 
round  and  curtseys  to  Valentine.) 


Barbara. 

Sir  Captain!  I  rejoice  to  see  you! 

You,  ( to  Stephen)  we  invite  unto  the  wedding! 


Stephen,  (aside.) 

Dear !  oh  !  dear !  what  a  nice  situation 
For  a  charming  man  like  me  ! 


FINALE. 

QUARTETT  AND  CHORUS. 

Clara — Barbara  — Valentine  —  Stephen. 

Clara. 

Flow  sweet  when  hearts  are  parted  long, 

Once  more  thus  to  unite  ! 

Flow  sweet  when  sorrow’s  past  and  gone, 

To  know  love’s  fond  delight ! 


ilie  sun  doth  shine  80  cheerfully 

*  * 

The  air  is  pure  and  clear, 

Both  lieav  n  and  earth  they  seem  to  vie 
To  make  our  joys  more  dear. 


Valentine. 

How  sweet  when  hearts  are  parted  long, 
Once  more  thus  to  unite ! 

How  sweet  when  sorrow’s  past  and  gone, 
To  know  love’s  fond  delight ! 

The  sun  doth  shine  so  cheerfully, 

The  air  is  pure  and  clear, 

Both  heav  n  and  earth  they  seem  to  vie 
To  make  our  joys  more  dear  ! 


Barbara. 

How  sweet  when  hearts  are  parted  long, 
Once  more  thus  to  unite  ! 

How  sweet  when  sorrow’s  past  and  gone, 
To  know  love’s  fond  delight! 

The  sun  doth  shine  so  cheerfully, 

The  air  is  pure  and  clear, 

Both  lieav’n  and  earth  they  seem  to  vie 
To  make  our  joys  more  dear! 


Stephen. 

Sweet  must  it  be  when  parted  long, 
Once  more  thus  to  unite  ! 

And  sweet  when  sorrow’s  past  and  gone, 
To  know  love’s  fond  delight ! 

The  sun  doth  shine  so  cheerfully, 

The  air  is  pure  and  clear, 

Both  heav’n  and  earth  they  seem  to  vie 
To  make  their  joys  more  dear! 
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